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of the bare rock, completed the picture. On the other hand, if she looked away from the castle to the west or north, the view, ranging from isle to isle, stretched away over the vast plain of Kinross, while toward the south it was bounded by the serrated peaks of Ben Lomond, whose foot-hills sloped down to the shore of the lake.
Three persons were awaiting Mary at the gateway of the castle, Lady Douglas, William Douglas, her son, and a child of twelve, who was called Little Douglas, a distant relative of the family at the castle. As may be imagined, the greetings between Mary and her hosts were very brief; the Queen was shown to her apartment, which was on the first floor with windows looking upon, the lake, and was soon left alone with Maiy Seyton, the only one of the four Marys who was permitted to accompany her.
Brief as was the interview, and few and guarded as were the words which passed between the prisoner and her gaolers, Mary had had time, taking what she saw in connection with what she already knew, to form a reasonably exact conception of the new actors who were to play parts in the drama of her life.
Lady Lochleven, wife of Lord William Douglas, concerning whom we said a few words in the early part of this history, was a woman of some fifty-five to sixty years, who had been beautiful enough in her youth to attract the favorable notice of James V., and had by him a son, the same Murray who has already been so prominent a figure in Mary's life, and whom she always treated as a brother, despite his bar sinister. For a moment Lady Lochleven cherished the hope of becoming the King's wife, his passion for her seemed to have sunk so deep in his heart; and it was quite possible that her hope might be fulfilled, for the family of Mar, to which